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Mr Delgamy was a heavy-set, sallow and stern-faced mn 
who had turned from catching law-breakers to the more 
lucrative business of defending them. Not that money 
had been the sole consideration when he changed sides. 
Mp Belgamy had a genuine liking for crooks. He held 
them in very high esteem and especially the ones prone 
to acts of outrageous violence. In the clrewnmamblence 
of villainy Mr Belgamay found elation. The underworld 
was his element. Its code was his code, He had a kind 
of Neamierthal taciturnity which endeared him to bis 
clients, Hig happiest moments were when they confided 
in him ag one of their owm. And there wag no lack of 
such moments. His sumptuous chambers, with a luxuriance 
of carpet and elegant furnishings, was proof of his 
appeal to the criminal classes. 


uy Belgamy's affinity with the lawless, however, did 
not extend to people like Victor, who wae sitting 
opposite him at that very moment, and whose rather 
squashed up physique, nervously twitching lips, furtive 
eyes and depraved amirk, which seemed to flit across 
his absurd countenance at odd moments, apropos of 
nothing in particular, Mr Delgamy observed with no 
small distaste. 


My Selgamay was uneasy, 4s he perused the details of 
Victor's dirty actions, feelings of virtuous indignation, 
hoarded-up, uncalled-for in the general rum of things, 
flooded through hin, 


This was no criminals this was a pathetic, fecble, 
degenerate freak, unworthy even of the kmowing quip and 
merxy (though admittedly fairly questionable) badinage 
which he would, on occasion, engage in with a client, 
especially when, as in Victor's case, the chances of an 
acquittal were manifestly hopeless, Certainly nothing of 
that kind was appropriate e the circumstances, With 
weakLings like Victor one ought never to conceal one’s 
contempt. ne should be vigorous and blunt and - what 
made it all worth while ~ not a little unscrupulous. It 
enabled one to accept the brief with a good conscience. 


kr Zelgamay leafed through the 39 previous convictions 
appended to the citation on the desk before him, An 
ungavoury catalogue, to be sure, but for ali its inordinate 
length, there was an insufficiency about it, a disheart- 
ening thinness, a bloodless quality which sparked no fires 
in Mp Belgamy. No scantlings of anything ifr Belgamy could 
thrill to: no GSH, no armed hold~ups, no assault with a 
deadly weapon, no extortion with menaces, no burglary, no 
arson, no rape, not even a mugging ~ nothing, in fact, that 
might have drawn from the lawyer even a molety of respect 
for poor Victor. 


lp Belgamy shook his head doubtfully. "I'L tell you," 
he said, looking up and drumming on the citation with 
hig middle finger, "this looks bad, very, very bad 
indeed.” He puffed out his lips and noisily exhaled a 
long draught of air. "There 1s so much of it, you see," 
He cleared his throat gruffly and the flesh on his face 
shook, "ile'll do what we can, of course, We'll try to 
work something out. Still it might be as well if ou 
faced one fact here and now. I won't deceive you, it 
wight well be =" He pushed the citation sone little 
way towards Victor, but not quite at him, and settled 
back comfortably in the plush leather chair, " - it 
might well be jail, you know that? You could go to 
prison," 


That was the way to proceed with such people. Those 
timid little beasts were sent to be fleaced, The very 
mention of prison gave them palpitations: the thought 
of the grisly revenge other prisoners vould exact, Mr 
Selyamay could more or less mame his price. 


Mr Belpamy, swivelling gently ton side to side in his 
confortable chair, eyed Victor narrowly. "Can you find 
three humdred pounds?" he said. 


A telephone rang before Victor could mke any reply. 

Mr Delgamay took up the receiver, and there ws a sudden 
softening of demeanour. A smile oozed out onto the 
lawyer's face. It was a woman, and persoml, and Mr 
Selgamay swivelled right round as he took the cali, 
leaving Victor with only the back of that plush leather 
chair to make faces at. 


Vietor held on till it dawned on him that it was easier 
to go than to wait. He picked up the citation and tip~ 
toed out of the room. He passed the waiting-roon where 
two youths were soribbling messeges on the walls, &t the 
reception desk the girl, who was engrossed in the evening 
paper, did not look up. 


FARQGVHAR ric lay 
Bsn. FLAT 


AVE 
Gc, BA CVA Soe ae GLASc uw AL 


